It's Late 


It's late.very late. I couldn't get to sleep because of these damn voices bothering the hell out of 

me. I suppose that my spiritual battle for sleep is far from over. I want to sleep."they" seek to deny 

me of it. Here lies one of the roots of the conflict. 

They can be quite merciless. They'll just keep talking and talking and talking. They don't give a damn. 

It's not like they need to sleep. I'm quite sure that they don't sleep at all.only I need sleep here.in 

my home. Here in lies another root of the conflict. I require sleep. They don't. 

They're still talking and talking and talking. It's like an artillery barrage of voices is taking place. I just 
took some extra sleep-aid. I'll see if this does the trick or not. 
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